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"Perhaps not/* she reflected, "but if she knew
you as I do she would not mind. Anybody would
trust you, would they not, Mr. Granet? You are
almost too trustworthy."
He took the hand she held out, patted the long,
soft fingers and returned it to its place.
"They might/' he warned her, "have a bad shock.
You had better report to your sister that a sane man
who has done his best to solve the mystery of this
place has come to the conclusion that we had all
better clear out."
"She will not go," the girl declared hopefully. "I
am glad that she will not. I like it here. I thought
that in the morning perhaps you would take me in
your automobile up into the mountains. We could
have a picnic."
"Well, we can't. I have work to do."
"I will help you."
"You could not. Now, do you mind if we go?"
She rose reluctantly to her feet, passed through
the gate and hung heavily on his arm*
"The path between our bungalows," she whis-
pered, "was meant for lovers, I am sure. There are
flowers on either side and it is necessary to walk very
close together. You have not been along it yet?"
"Not yet. I have not been here many hours, you
know."
"The roses'are sauvage" she continued, "and they
have a wonderful perfume through the day. You
see the light still burns."
"Is your bungalow as near as that?"
"Just at the end of the walk. That is the room my